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Observer, my claim to writing for a Scots paper being that I'm a direct
descendant of Macduff. . . ."
"How wonderful! And to think that Shakespeare put an ancestor of
yours into a play."
He ignored her ecstatic remark and continued:
"I did some criticism for Henley but we couldn't agree. You see I
discovered Wagner and Henley hated his music, so I stopped writing
for his paper and naturally-people stopped buying it. I was easily the
most original writer of the day. Frank Harris had an eye for the best
people. The silly man says he picked me out of the gutter.. .."
She was quick off the mark: "What he really meant was that he picked
you out in a junk shop, a precious jewel. I know because I've come back
with wonderful things from those horrid looking shops. You were a
Socialist in those days, weren't you? And they were in a way junk. You
are a phenomenon. I shall never forget this day as long as I live. If I had
been killed yesterday, I should have died without your blessing. Do you
think there is an after-life?"
G.B.S. was beginning to feel ashamed of this contact. He blurted out:
"I don't know. It's bad enough to have one life."
"I know we'll meet again," was her parting remark.
As we walked down the lane, he said:
"These people who haven't a thought in their heads are always the
first to give you a bit of their mind. They will always say sincerely and
frankly just what they think. They are the people in control. The greater the
mess they get us into, the greater the opportunity for their finer qualities."
It was quite chilly but he insisted on being outside and again assured
me he was happiest in the cold weather. He told me, as if it were a huge
joke, that a precious jar had been broken.
I said: "Is there nothing we can do about it? They're fearfully clever
at putting bits and pieces together nowadays."
"You're not going to tell me that these things have an after-life. It's
only the things without a soul that survive, not works of art. I think it
was William Archer who told the story of a lady who found a vase
broken and couldn't be consoled. 'When a friend dies, there is religious
consolation,' she complained, 'but with a work of art, there is no such
consolation.' I have not this sense of property. Ultimately all property is
theft."
"But all art is love," I suggested.